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	1. Chapter 1

**This chapter is pathetically small. But I can't do much until Season three had ended, so all you're going to get in the mean time is depressing little chapters like this. Maybe even some chapters in Murphy's point of view. Either way, all very sad stuff.**

* * *

><p>My feet pounded through the sand, and I could feel my boots starting to get filled with it. It slowed me down, but I couldn't stop. Not when following this damn drone was the only way I could find Murphy. In the distance I saw a dock, and it appeared the drone was leading us there.<p>

"Both you and this damn drone need to slow down!" June yelled from behind me, her exhaustion clearly evident by her deep gasps of breath.

I was right, it lead us to a boat. A much bigger boat than the one Jaha had taken a few days ago. Then the drone started out, towards the open water. Towards the north.

"How the fuck do we drive this?" I yelled to myself as I hopped onto the boat, throwing my head back as I looked every direction for some sort of steering wheel. The boat was a lot bigger than it looked on the outside.

"I found the steering wheel!" June yelled from somewhere up front, and I watched as Breton quickly went to help her.

"We need to go north, now." I screamed as I jumped onto the front of the boat, looking out ahead.

It felt like days had gone by, with me sitting on the boat's front as we sped north. It hadn't actually been that long, though. I had just been so nervous, worried about what I would find.

I hadn't expected to find Jaha at a dock, standing regal as if he was waiting for us. My heart leapt when I saw a tall figure next to him, but then dropped when I realized that figure wasn't the one I was looking for. I had no clue who the person next to him was, actually.

I didn't even wait until the boat had came to a halt, I jumped off the front and onto the pier, running towards Jaha. I halted a few feet away, watching Jaha's friend warily. He was tall, He was a couple years older than me, with tan skin and grounder tattoos covering his neck and arms. He raised a brow at me, amusement forming on his face.

"Where is Murphy?" I asked as I pulled my eyes away from Jaha's friend, and looked desperately at Jaha.

Jaha let out a deep breath, looking down at the pier and shaking his head before looking up again and into my eyes, "He's gone, Riley."

"What?" I whispered, my vocal chords no longer working. I looked from Jaha, back to his friend, whom was no looking down at the pier. "Gone where?"

Jaha let out a deep breath, and my eyes shot back to him as he started shaking his head again, "Gone."

Suddenly, I couldn't breath. I tried, but I wasn't getting enough oxygen. It felt as though everything around me was caving in, and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I couldn't be here, not anymore. Not with Jaha's sympathetic stares, and I could tell by the silence behind me that Breton and June had heard his words, too.

Involuntarily, my head started shaking. I couldn't do this, not now. This was too much for me to face. I had just gotten him, how could he be gone? I saw a gap between Jaha and this strange man next to him, so I took it.

"Riley!" June screamed as my feet brought me off the pier and onto solid ground, but I didn't listen.

"Tore." Jaha said, and when I heard feet pounding after me, I realized that must've been this guy's name.

I only picked up my pace. I couldn't do this, be around people. Not now, not with him gone. I needed Murphy, why the hell wasn't he here? Why the hell was some grounder chasing me through the woods at dawn? Why wasn't Murphy here to punch this grounder's dumb ass?

I could feel exhaustion kicking in, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to run for much longer. This guy was good, too. He was clearly a runner, like me. I slowly pulled out Murphy's knife from my pocket.

I had managed to keep it hidden from the thief in the dunes, not like the thief would've wanted a bit of scrap metal with some guy's initials on it.

Murphy's knife in my hand gave me the strength I needed to wheel myself around, pointing the knife in Tore's direction. His eyes bulged as he came to a halt five feet away from me, his hands flying up in defeat.

"Whoah, calm down." Tore said as he looked from my eyes back to the knife.

"Stay away from me." I hissed, taking a step back. I could feel my eyes watering up.

"Look, I'm sorry about your friend." Tore said, "But you can't just run away."

"Don't talk about him." I spat, and I could feel the sadness turning into anger.

How the fuck could Murphy leave me like this?

"Okay." Tore let out a deep breath. "My name is Tore. You're Riley, right?"

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to take a deep breath as I nodded.

"That's a pretty name." Tore said, and my eyes shot open to glare at him.

"What happened to him?" I asked as I slowly dropped my arm that was holding the knife.

"I'm sorry, I wish I could tell you. I work for Allie, I never knew your friend." Tore said as he dropped his hands, biting his lip as he continued watching the knife.

"He's my everything." I admitted, and I felt my body having trouble breathing.

Murphy was gone. My Murphy. The love of my life, my best friend. The guy who's saved my life in so many ways. I could feel my heart shattering into a million pieces, and I had no clue how I was going to put it together.

I hadn't slept for nearly three days, and I had ran too far. Then, I couldn't breath. It was almost as if my body didn't want to breath knowing he wasn't there.

My view went foggy, and before I knew it the ground was coming up to meet me. Then, I let the darkness wash over me. I could only hope that when I woke up, it would have all been a dream.

But it hadn't been. And I couldn't even cry. I felt numb. I became numb.


	2. Chapter 2

**First chapter in Murphy's POV! Words can't express anything. I'm so excited to go into his mind. Sidenote, we had a new shampoo at work so my hair smells weirdly good. **

**Follow tumblr Rileyparkerneedstoshutup if you want sneak peaks and other fun content!**

* * *

><p>MURPHY'S POV: BOAT TO CITY OF LIGHT<p>

I had wanted to be on the boat making my way to the city of light. But not without Riley. Never without Riley. I had rowed in silence for hours, replaying her words- her begging me to get on the boat without her. Me, turning around to tell her I loved her. Her nodding her head and cutting off my sentence, saying she knew.

I still should've fucking said it.

I knew I was in love with her the first time I ever saw her cry. Her tears had made me so angry, and I felt so helpless watching her cry over her father's cruelty. She was so young, so fragile back then. I had wanted to kill her father for kicking her out of the house that night, and making her so afraid to ever even go back. But in the end, that's how our tradition started.

She had stayed at my house a few times before, but never like that. I had never held her to sleep, telling her about how my day had gone. Waiting until she would finally calm down and stop shaking.

I had told her that night that I never wanted to see her hurt, and she had asked me why.

"You're my best friend." I had told her.

"I'm your only friend." She reminded me, the tears no longer falling, but the sadness was still there.

"And the best only friend I could ever want." I said to her, and her face lit up slightly.

"Will we be best friends forever?" She had asked, with her intense hopeful stare.

"Yes. We will be." I told her. In the moment, I had always thought it would be true. It had to be true.

A groaning from behind me reminded me that I was still on a boat. A boat without her. The day had turned dark while I was stuck in my thoughts, in my memories.

"Hey, Ahab, get some rest." I said to Ahab Richards, who had been rowing for the past five hours while I went back into my memories. Memories of life on the ark, before everything had gone to shit.

"I'm fine." He grunted.

"No, screw this." Craig from in front of me hissed. "If you're not gonna sleep because she isn't here then you can row." He said as he threw down the oar in anger, crossing his arms over his chest.

"Get back on that oar, Craig." Jaha from the front of the boat said, not even turning to look at us.

"Or what?" Craig spat. "We don't even know if we're going in the right direction anymore. We followed that drone across the open ocean. Hell we deserve to die."

I felt my whole body tense at his words. I couldn't die, not like this. If I died here, on this boat, Riley would never know why I didn't come back. There was still so much I wanted to do.

"It's okay, it's okay. I'm good to row." I said. He had been right, I wasn't going to sleep anything soon. Probably not until I passed out from exhaustion, or saw Riley. Whichever came first.

"Land?" Richards said, and I saw his hand jut out from behind me and point in front of us."Land!"

Looking ahead of us I saw a beam of light. A lighthouse. We had almost made it, which meant I could then go back for Riley. I sat up, and couldn't help but let out a whoop of excitement.

"How does an island of light sound to you, John?" Jaha said as everyone else started celebrating.

Richards and Craig quickly went back on the oars, rowing faster, when suddenly something big hit the side of the boat, moving it and causing Richards to drop his oar.

"What was that?" Craig yelled, as he looked around the boat desperately.

"Get that oar, get that oar." Jaha yelled, pointing near Richards to the oar that was floating away.

Suddenly the boat was hit again, and tipped it so fast that Richards fell out. My hand flew out and grabbed his flailing hands, trying to pull him back into the boat as Jaha kept yelling for someone to get the oar. Sharp teeth came out of the water, pulling Richards and tearing against my arm.

Searing hot pain shot up my arm as I fell back into the boat, holding my arm close to my chest. Craig was yelling, and I felt Jaha near me grabbing cloth and yanking my arm away from my chest, wrapping it up to prevent the bleeding.

Everything had gone wrong so fast. Craig wasn't rowing, he was trying to find the creature, and the creature hit the boat so hard that water had started to leak into it.

"I can do it, I can row!" I mustered out as I tried to pull myself up, thinking about how I really couldn't die now. Not with Riley waiting on a beach for me. We needed to get to land, fast.

Jaha suddenly pushed Craig off the boat, and then whipped back to me when I tried to help Craig back onto the boat. Jaha pushed me back, making sure I stayed in the boat as the creature came back and took Craig.

"What the fuck?" I hissed to Jaha as he let go of me, and then handed me the oar. I was suddenly immensely thankful Riley hadn't been on the boat, considering Craig and Richards were now gone.

"He couldn't row, you can." Jaha quipped, and as I started rowing again, I realized I was on a boat with a fucking insane lunatic.

When we finally got to land I didn't know even what to do. My arm was in so much pain, and I had lost so much blood. I had been rowing for a whole day. The last time I had slept well was a few days before, when Riley was in my arms.

Now she was on the other side of a fucking ocean.

"Come on John, let me help you." Jaha said as he got out of the boat, looking at me.

"I don't want anything from you." I hissed. And it was true. I wanted the people on the other side of the fucking ocean, not Jaha. I had screwed up big time by getting on the boat.

"You're a survivor." Jaha mumbled, "We both are."

What he didn't seem to understand was I had something to survive for. And I needed to get her back.

"You know what, I am a survivor." I hissed as I got out of the boat, glaring at Jaha. "Which is why I am done following you. I will find my way back to Riley by myself."

I was dizzy, and found myself on the ground a lot sooner than expected. I had lost too much blood. Jaha wouldn't get away from me, and I couldn't get away from him. I was filling with so much anger and regret. Why the hell had I gotten on the boat? I know I had wanted to get to the city of light, but without Riley?

I had screwed up, big time.

"I'll come back to you, John." Jaha said as he started following another fucking drone that had appeared.

I had felt like a was dying.

I had woken up the next day, by some miracle. With a shinny ass lighthouse glaring light at me. Something in the sand reflected light back into my eyes, and I bent down and brushed the sand off of another solar panel.

Faintly, I could hear music playing after the panel was cleared off. I got up, and slowly walked until I found a door on the lighthouse. Carefully, I tried to pry open the door with my hands. I needed to find someone, anyone, and try to get back across the ocean.

The door came open, and unknown to me at that moment, I had just opened the place where I would spend the next three months in. In hell.


	3. Chapter 3

**Happy Tuesday! Welcome to another exciting chapter of, 'What happened between season two and three'. AKA Everyone is depressed except Tore, and Jaha. **

**If you want to see sneak peaks, and other fun stuff, follow tumblr handle rileyparkerneedstoshutup**

* * *

><p><em>"Are you saying to me that if I had been given the chance to 'hook up' with someone, I should've taken it?" Murphy rebutted, his eyes still on the stars. It was becoming cool, and I almost could shiver.<em>

_Murphy then turned his head to look at me. Murphy's intense stare was on me, and he raised a brow at me while he waited for a response. It took me a moment to respond. I let out a deep breath and turned to lay on my back and look up at the stars instead._

_"I don't know what I'm saying." I finally admitted. "I just guess, that." I let out another deep breath, feeling my heart clench slightly. I had been yet again faced with something I had avoided, and damn was it hard. "I had always assumed it would be us, and I had never wanted to think differently."_

_The silence after what I had said hadn't lasted long, and within seconds Murphy had pulled himself on top of me, his strong arms and legs preventing him from crushing me. Gently, he lowered himself closer to me, his lips meeting mine as he moved one of his legs in between mine._

_With his body pressed so closely to mine, feeling every part of him, I had started to realize how true I had just been. I had always imagined this when I had thought of the future when I was a young teen._

_With Murphy so close to me, it felt as if every part of my skin that he touched sparked to life. His hand on hip, pushing my shirt up. The very same shirt he had given me months earlier to save me from being indecent around a bunch of criminals. Murphy helped me shrug myself out of my jacket, and then he took his off, tossing it. Then his hands were back to the hem of my shirt, slowly pulling it up._

_Murphy began to surround my every sense. The smell of him, feeling his hair in between my fingers as I wrapped my arms around his neck, the taste of his mouth against mine, hearing him groan slightly as he pushed himself even closer to me. Seeing his face so close to mine. I lived in this moment._

_When our mouth parted, we were both gasping for air. I looked at him as he rested his forehead against mine, except something was different. Murphy's skin had turned grey, like ash. A scream started getting caught in my throat._

_"Murphy?" I said questioningly, bringing a hand away from his neck to touch his face._

_Murphy's eyes shot open, but instead of seeing the blue I had grown accustomed to seeing, his eyes were completely black._

_"I'm dead, Riley." Murphy said, and I could feel his weight dissipating from atop of me as his skin flaked away into the wind, and although I tried to hold onto him tighter, suddenly he was gone._

And I was screaming.

"RILEY." It was June, and suddenly I was coming to. I looked around my room desperately. My tiny, dumb room, on this tiny, dumb boat.

"Bed." I whispered as I felt around me, "Bookcase." I whispered as I looked across to the empty bookcase built into the wall right at the foot of the bed, "Window." I whispered as I looked to the left to the tiny porthole, which currently was pitch black.

It was nighttime, I had been dreaming.

"Riley." June whispered this time, and I looked next to me to see her sitting on my bed, her face painted with exhaustion and worry. "You were screaming his name again."

I felt my throat go dry as I looked away from her and out the porthole, watching the water lap at the top.

"What happened?" Tore yelled as he burst through my open door, half dressed and wielding two knives.

"Tore." June scolded, and I could tell she was glaring at him.

"I'm sorry I woke you guys up." I mumbled, my eyes trained on looking outside. I couldn't face them, not right now.

"Do you want to talk about it?" June asked, and I shook my head.

"I never want to talk about it." I reminded her.

"Go back to bed, June." Tore said as he came closer to my bed, and suddenly they started whispering to each other. Whatever Tore said must've satisfied her though, because she left, closing the door behind her.

I felt Tore sit on the bed, and turned to look at him as he let out a yawn. We stared at each other, him raising a brow at me.

"Go back to bed, Tore." I muttered, turning away from him to look out the window again.

"Are you going back to bed?" Tore asked, but didn't even wait for me to respond before continuing, "No? Well then, I'm not either."

I let out a deep breath, rolling my eyes. I swear, I was starting to wonder if I would ever be able to get rid of Tore. Ever since he saw me, he had been five steps behind me.

"I know you aren't going to talk about him, even though that's literally healing one-oh-one. You talk, and grieve, and then get over it." Tore said, and I couldn't help but whip my head to look at him again, my braid swinging.

Whenever my hair got too knotted, June would sit down behind me as I looked out into the water, with a comb and brushed it out before putting it all into a braid. I had never worn my hair in braids before, I had always loved the feeling of it down. I had loved the feeling of the wind through my hair when I ran. Now, nothing seemed to matter.

"Do you want me to punch you in the face again?" I asked as I glared at him, reminding him of how a few weeks ago he had tried to get me from sitting on the boat in my thinking spot, and had decked in in the face.

I still didn't like people touching me. Murphy was gone, and suddenly I didn't want anyone touching me. June and Breton were the only two allowed, and Breton only took care of minor injuries. Which in our line of work, was unfortunately quite often for him.

Whenever Breton had to clean out a cut, or align a bone, I imagined Murphy standing behind him, getting angry at Breton. I could still hear him groaning at the idea of someone touching me, and his growl-like threats whenever someone got too close. And I missed it. I really did. I missed every part of him. The good, the bad, all of it. Because none of it was really bad, not to me.

Tore's eyes bugged out for a moment, and even though he was holding freaking knives, he seemed worried. Tore was a complete dork. He was strong, and knew so much, but at the same time, couldn't seem to defend himself it it was me or June going after him.

"Fine, we don't have to talk. We can sit here." Tore said, "But I'm not letting you sit here all night alone."

I rolled my eyes, but I still moved over towards the window so he could sit next to me on the bed. Because even though I was 85% sure I hated Tore, it was nice to have someone around.


End file.
